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' From the Evening Mirror '

" A SUPERB POEM..
BY CROLY.

The Turkman lay beside the river;
The wind played loose through bow and quiver;

The charger on the bank fed free, .

The shield hung glittering from the tree, s
The trumpet, shawm and atabal

Were hid from view by cloak and pall,

For long and weary was the way ,

The hordes had marched that burning day :

Ab'ovie them on the sky of June,
Broad as a buckler glowed the moon-Floo- ding

with glory vale and hill,-- "

In silver sprang the mountain rill,

The shrub in silverbeut, ;

A pile of silver stood the tent; , .

All soundless, sweet tranquility

A.H beauty, hill, mi tent, and tree.
l,

;

There came asound 'twas like the gnsh

When night Mnds shake the rose's bush!

There came a sound 'twas like the tread

Ot wolves along the valley's bed !

There came a sound 'twas like theroar

Of Ocean en its wintry shore ! :

"Death to the Turk!" up rose the yell-- On

roll'd the charge --a thunder peal !

The. Tartar arrows fell like rain

They clank'd on helm, and mall, and chain

In blood In hate in death, were twined

Savage and Greek m.d bleeding blind

And still on flank, oud Iront, and rear

Raged, Constantiue, thy thirstiest spear!

Brassy anil pale a type of doom

Labored the moon through deepening gloom?

Down plunged her orb-'t- was pitchv night!

Now, Turkman, turn thy reins for flight! ;

On rush'd their thousands through the dark!

But in the camp a rudily spark

Like an uncertain meteor reel'd

Thy hand, brave king, that Gre-bra- wheel'd!
y, - : -- .' .'

Wild burst the burning element, .

O'er man and courser, flag and tent! '
And thfoash tle Maze the Greeks outsprang,

Like tigers, bloody, foot and fang! --

With dag-- stab, and falchion's sweep.

Delving the stuiui'd and staggering heap-- Till

lay the slave, by chief and khan

And all was gone that once was man!

A wailing on Ihe Euxine shore --

Her chivalry shall ride no mure!

There's wailing on (hy hills Altai!

Forchirfs, the Grecian vulture's prey-B- ut,

Posphorus! thy silver wave ,

Hears shouts for the returning brave

The highest of her kingly line

For there comes glorious Cosstantise!
We have never seen the above fine poem ex-

cept in manuscript, and we presume that it was

never published in tins country. It is not myro-ly'- s

two volumes of collected woiks.

' : - From the Saturday Museum.

THE BENEDICTINES OF ST. NICOLAS
i .' LE VIEUX.

Translate! from the French of Alexandre Dnmat

. . ,;'!,. BY WALTKR JOJiES.

' The convent ol Saint Nicholas, whose cupola

excels in height any of the monuments of the city,

is the richest in Catania; it was built about the

middle of the last century, from designs furnished

by Cotini. The ohurch is remarkable for its strong

antique columns, and (or a very fine organ which

was built by a Calabrian monk, wbo desired as the

only pay or his labor that he might be interred

under his chef d'auvre. The gardeu in alto re-

markable for the great difficulties overcome in its

construction;, the bottom is bed of lava, and all

the earth that covers it was deposited there by the

hand of man.

The dincipline of the monastery of Saint Nico-

las was formeily very rigid. The monks were

required to live upon Mount Etna at the extreme

limit or the habitable country, for which reason

their fiist monastery was built at the edge of the

uninhabitable region three quarters of a league

from Nicolosi, the last village passed in approach-

ing the crater. But as all thing yield to time,

the discipline gradually lost its severity. Care

was no longer taken to repair the buildings. ' One

' or two halls at last sank under the weight of the

accumulated snow, and the good fathers built the

Magnificent chapel of ease of Catinia, which they

called Saint Nicolas le Neuf. ; Saint Nicolas le

Vieuii now, only occupied during the summer,
was afterwards abandoned altogether. For three

or our years something was said of making re-

pairs which would render it again habitable, but

this was deferred from time to time, until at last

a band of robbers, a class of persons much less

careful of their ease than the monks, seized upon

it as a rendezvous. ' After this, nothing more was

said of reoccupying the old monastery, and the

good fathers, not caring to have any disputes with

such' guests, quietly abandoned possession to
' themi yl :' ."! !

'

rlThisgavsrise, as will presently ba seen, to a

; yery strange mistake, i . , ' ::.
h In 1808, the Comte d Weder, a German of the

' of school, as his name indicates, left Vienna to

tisit Sicily; he embaiked at Trieste, landed at

rSl. Nicolas the Old, and St. Nwolas tu New.

j-- i1 , .r'i.!Yv.i-5uw.-jA- ' A. '" !: k-- -

Ancona, visited Rome, and stopped only at Na-

ples to procure some letters of introduction, em-

barked again and landed at Cattnia. ''The Comte de Weder had heard of the monas-

tery of Saint Nicolas, and was aware of the repu-

tation the good fathers enjoyed of possesing among
the lay brethren, one of the best cooks in Sicily.
He did not, therefore, fail to procure at Rome,
from cardinal with whom he dined at the Aus-

trian ambassador's, letter of introduction to the
superior. The letter was very cordial; recom-
mending the Comte as a pious and fervent pilgrim,
and claiming foi him the hospitality oi the oonvent
for as long a time as he chose to remain.

The Comte was very learned after the manner
of the Germans; that is, be had read a great num-

ber. of old books, entirely forgotteaby every other
naticn on the face of the globe. In conse-

quence of this species of erudition he was able to
sustain his assertions, no matter how ridiculous or
erroneous thvy might be, by citing a certain num

her of unknown names which gave a sort of pe
dantic majesty to his paradoxes. Amongst these
old books he had found a catalogue of all the j

Benedictine monasteries spread upuii the face of
the earth, from which he had learned and retained ;

with all the tenacity of a trans Rhenish mind, that
the regulations of the Benedictines of Saint Nico-

las at Catania, required them, as I have mentioned,
to live on the confines of the regione cuUi aia, at
the beginning of the regione nemorota. When
the muleteer who was to conduct him inquired
whether it was to Saint Nicolas leNeuf or to Saint
Nicolas le Vieux that he wished to go, the Comte
responded without hesitation, A San JYUolo tu'll
Etna.

There was no ambiguity about the order, but
the muleteer seemed to hesit ile, and hazarded
some remonstrances to which the Comte replied j

only by saying that he would be well paid for his

services. The habitual power of this argument is
well known. The muleteer left the Comte, and .

in half an hour returned with his, mules. ...
Well,' said the Comte, 'when shall we set

out."
'When you please, your excellency.

And the travellers started on their journey.
They were soon overtaken by the night, which j

was so .lar that they were unable to see four
paces from them; but as the muleteer was well

acquainted with the country, there was no danger
of losing their way. He took a little blind path
which struck oil from the main road and commen-

cing to leave the cultivated region entered into the
for.8ts. After about hall an hour's travel a black

m is loomed up before them, and the windows ol '

a huge pile could at hist be distinguished from '

which no light poured out its friendly gleam.
' 'There is Saint Nicolas le Vicux,' said the mu-

leteer in a low tone. '

'Ah! ah!' said the Comte, 'here is a monastery

in a very melancholy situation.'
'If you deaiie it,' said the guide quickly, 'I will

conduct you to Nicolosi, and if you do not wish

to sleep al the tavern, there is an excellent gentle-

man there, M. Gamelluro, who will not refuse you
abed.'

'I do not know him; besides, I want to go to
Saint Nicolas, and not to Nicolosi.'

'Zerbella da ladeseo,' murmured the Sicilian.

Then whipping the mules they resumed their
march, and in five minutes were at the door ol tli3

monastery, and there was nothing reassuring about
a closer view of the establishment. It wai an old

building of the twelfth century, upon which was

easy to read the ravages of each eruption of the
volcano that overlooked it, since its foundation.

Tho dates of all the earthquakes and eruptions
were sculptured upon the stone. The ragged

outline traced in strong relief upon the blue heav.
en, now brilliant with stars, showed that a portion
was in ruins, but the walls which surrounded the
edifice appeared to be well preserved, and pierced
as they weie with loop holes, gave to Saint Nico-

las le Vieux rather the appearance of a fortress
than a monastery.

The Comte regarded all with a calm air, and

ordered the muleteer to rap at the door. The
Utter raised an old knocker half eaten away by rust
and time, and struck with all his might. The re-

sounding blows were answered by the clock in

the steeple, and almost at the same moment a little
window, about ten feet above the ground, flew

open,'. A long suspicious looking iron tube pre-

sented itself to the breast of the Comte, and a

voice which had in it no holy unction demanded,
'Who is there'
'A friend,' replied the Comte, putting asyje the

Diuzzla of the carabine.
'A friend! hum! a friend." said the man at the

window; 'how will you prove to us that you are a

friend;'
'My very dear brother,' again replied the Comte,

putting the threatening weapon coolly aside, I

perceive that" it is necessary for you to receive
strangers with the greatest precaution, and I can
not blame you for it; under similar circumstances
I should do the same; but I have a letter from

Cardinal Morosimi for your superior.'
'' 'For our captain, you mean,' replied the man

with (he carabine.
' Eh! no, no, for the superior.'
'

Ah, well, no matter; you are alone?' asked his

interlocutor.
.. 'Entirely alone.', , . , ;

'Well, wai( a moment I will come down, and
open the door., ' ,

'Hum! how gratefully the odor of roast beef
falls upon my olfactories,' said the German, de-

scending from his mule, and snuffing up the fumes
which reached him from the monastery.
' 'Your excellency, said the muleteer, whd had
by this time taken down the baggage of the Comte
from his mules, 'you do not want me any longer?

V' You will not remain then?' said the Comte.

i'f d the muleteer, 'with your per-

mission, I would rather sleep somewhere else.' .

Very well, you can go then,' said the Comte. .

Do you wish me to coma here for you?' asked

the Sicilian. r

'No, the superior will send me away.'
'Very well. - Adieu your excellency.'

I 'Adieu.
At this moment the key grated in the lock, the

muleteer leaped on one of the mules, and taking
bold of of the bridle of the other, trotted away

hastily; when the door opened he was at least

fifty steps on his way.

'That smells good,' said the German snuffing the
odor of the kitchen, 'that smells very good.'

'Does it?' asked the strange looking porter.
'Yes, it does,' said the Comte.

'It is the dinner ot our chief, whom we expect
every moment.' ...

'I have arrived in good time then,' said the
Comte laughing.

'Why, are you acquainted with our chief .'' asked

the porter.
'No; but I hJVe-- a letter to him.'
'Ah, that is another thing. Will you let me see

it." -

The porter took the letter and read,
'Al rcverendissimo generals dci benedettina, al

Convento di Sao Nicolo di Catania.'
'Ah! I understand,' said the porter.
'You understand, do you.' well that is lucky,'

returned the Comte, slapping him upon the shoul- -

ner. 'In that case my friend, I will desire you to
bring in my baggage. I must charge you te take
particular care of the portmanteau, as I carry my
purse in it when I travel.'

'Ah! your purse is in the portmanteau, is it,'
said the porter, picking up the article in question
with a remarkable degree of haste; then, taking
possession ot the rest of the baggagef 'yes, I see
that you are a friend, so follow me.'

The Comte did not require a second invitation,
but kept close to the heels of his guide. The
interior aspect of the monastery did not present a

less strange appearance than the exterior. All
was in ruins, but what was most remarkable, there
was no appearance of crucifix or holy images;
although scattered here and there were a number
of empty casks. The Comte exprersed his aston-

ishment at the appearance of so great devastation.
Why are you surprised?' responded his guide, I

we are a little isolated as you have been able to
discovcr; ,he moun(lli is covered with those who
fear ncitlier ma nof le devi( nrid we do no, fce,
dispnsed to allow them to carry off what little we
do possess. All our precious articles are locked
up in the vaults. You know, too, that we have
another monastery in the plain near to Catania.'

'No, I did not know it. You have another mo-

nastery there?

Yes. Examine your baggage well, so that you
may be able to altejt to the chief that nothing has
been tuken from it.-- . -

Oh, that is easily dane, one trunk, one sack and
a portmanteau; which last I again commend to
your espec ial care.'

'Three articles only, I believe, is that all?'
'Why, that's enough I, think?'
'Well, wait here,' said the porterr showing the

Comte into a kind of cell;-- I do not think it will be
more than a half hour before the chief returns.'

Withjthcse words he turned to go.
'Stop, stop. WhiUt I am waiting I might as

well go down to the kitchen, I think I may be
able to give your cook some good advice.'

Well,' said the porter, 'I see no objection; wait
here a moment till I secure your baggage, and I

will take you down : apropos, how much did you
say is in your purse?

'Three thousand six hundred and twenty ducats.'
'Three thousand six hundred and twenty ducats!

Good,' replied the porter.
He has to me the air of a very honest man,

murmu red the Comte looking at the brother as he
went away with his property. 'He ha3 to me the
air of a very honest man.'

In ten minutes after bis guide returned.
If you wish to go down into the kitchen,' said

the Sicilian, 'you are now free to do so.'
Yes, I should greatly prefer Iwalting there the

return of your superior,' replied the Comte.

And hs followed his guide who conducted him
to the kitchen of the monastery. Here the Comte
found spits, stoves, andtew pans in full operation.

Good,' said the German, stopping before the
last and taking in at a glance the whole of the
succulent spectacle 'good; bonjour, cook, bon-jou- r!

The cook had been apprised of his intended
visit, and he received the Comte with all the
deference due to such a distinguished epicure.
The Comte profiting by his condescension, went
to the stew pans, raised their covers and tasted all
the sauces. Suddenly he rushed toward the cook
who was about to put some salt in an omelet and
took from his hand the vessel which contained the

'Stop! stop! stop! what are you going to do?'
cried the Comte.

'How? what am I going to do?' asked the cook,

'Yes, what are you going to do?'
To put salt in the omelet'

Salt! unhappy wretch! Do you not know that
it is ruinous to put salt iu the omelet ? sugar, sweat-meat- s,

good sweatraeats only are proper for that
' 'purpose.

Give it to me then,' said the cook endeavoring
to take the utensil out of hb hands.

'No! no!' said the Comte, I will make the
omelet give me the sweatmeats.' ,

,

Ah !' said the cook, who was becoming enraged,
we will see who is master here?'

I am master,' said a rough voice; 'what is the

matter here?'
The Comte and cook turned round; a mao of

apparently from forty to forty five years of age,
dressed like a monk, was standing upon the stair-

case; he was of tall stature, and his countenance
had that hard and imperious expression common

to those who had been accustomed to command.
'The captain !' cried the cook. , ,

Ah." cried the Comte, 'you are the superior.

How d'ye do superior,' continued be, advancing
toward the monk. ,, beg your pardod, but you

I T'
..;;iv,.;:: .,. -- . .. ......

A .

have a cook who does not know how to make an

omelet.'
You are the Comte de Weder, Monsieur.' said

the monk, in very good French.
Yes,' replied the Comte, without relinquishing

the fork or the eggs which he was making ready
to beat. 'Yes, J am the Comte de Weder in per-

son.'
Then you brought the letter of intro'luction I

took from the brother porter?'
Myself.'
You are welcome. Monsieur le Comte.

The Comte bowed.
'I regret very much,' continued the monk,'1 that

the isolated position of our monastery, will not al-

low us to receive you in better style; but we are
poor anchorites of the mountains, and you will
pardon us, I hope, if our table is not as well sup-

plied as under other circumstances it would be.'
'How! not well supplied? The dinner in pre-

paration, on the contrary, appears to me to be ex- -

cellent; and when I shall make the omelet with
sweetmeats '

But, Captain,' remonstrated the cook.

'Give Monsieur the sweetmeats, that he may
make the omelet as he desires,' said the monk.

The cook obeyed without making any reply.
Now,' said the monk, 'there is nothing in your

way, make yourself at home, and when your omelet
j

is finished, come up, you will find me wailing lor
you above.'

. 'It is only an aflairof five minutes if the cook
will folk w my directions.'

Do you hear,' said the monk to the cook; 'obey
all Monsieur's commands.'

He ascended the stairs, and in two minutes af-

ter, two brothers came down to assist the cook
The comte soon triumphantly finished his omelet
and went up stairs.

The superior was waiting his arrival, in the midst
oftbe community which was composed of a score
of brothers, in a well lighted refectory. A well
served table was set out; the Comle was astonish-
ed at the luxurious display of silver plate, and at
the fineness of the tab'e cloth and napkins. The
convent haddrawn upon all its secret stores to do
honor to the guest. The dilapidated apartment,
however, contrasted strangely with this rich dis-

play; and a complete arsenal of carabines was ar-

ranged arabesquely around the walls.

The Comte took in all at a glance, and could not
help admiring the religious self-deni- of the good

fathers, who, possessing such treasures as were
spread out before their eyes, were contented to
live like the hermit of Mount Carmcl, exposed to
the inclemency of the weather. The superior ob
served his surprised air.

Monsieur le Comte,' said lie, smiling, 'I once
more crave your pardon, for the bad manner and
accommodations you find here. The interior of
our building has doubtless becu represented to you
as a paradise; you see how wrongfully we arc judg-
ed by the world, Monsieur le Comte; when you
leave us I hope you at least will do us justice.'

'My faith!' replied the Comte, 'I see no fault
that can be found with tho dinner I have found
a well organized pantry and kitchen if the wine
is as good '

Ob! make yourself easy about that; the wine is

good.' .!

Ah well! it the wine is good, nothing more is

wanting.'
'I am only afraid,' added the superior, 'that you

will think our customs do not much resemble those
of a monastery. For instance, we never sit down
to table without having each a pair of pistols at

hand; this is a precaution we are compelled to ob

serve, to guard against surprises, to which we are

every moment exposed, in a place as isolated as

this; you will excuse us if, notwithstanding your
presence, we keep up our habits.'

With these words, the superior drew from bis

bolt a pair of superb piatols, which he placed near
his scat,

. 'Right, right,' responded the German, 'pistols
are the frionds of the human race; I have pistols
too. Ah ! let me see your arms, well it is surpris
ing how nearly they resemble mine.'

Do they indeed?' replied the superior, suppress.
ing a smile, 'they are very lino weapons; I had

these brought from Germany you will find they

are of Kukenreiter's manufacture.'
'Kukcnreitcr's, is it possible! let me bring mine,

which are with my baggage, that we may compare
them mine are from the same shop.'

After dinner, Comte, after dinner. Sit oppo

site to me there. Do you remembet your Dene,

dicite?' .

I knew it once, but really, I have forgotten it

now." .

So much the worse,' said the superior, 'I ex.

pected you to say grace; but if you have forgotten
it we will pass by the ceremony.'

'Oh, very well,' said Comte, who did notdis.
tress himself much about such matters, when t

good dinner was before him, 'we will omit it.'
And the Comte swallowed his omelet with much

apparent gusto, notwithstanding the omission of
the Benedicite; the good brothers following his ex
ample. The superior pushed a bottle towards
him.

'Try my wine, Monsieur le Comte,' said he,

The Comte not doubting that it was choice wine,
filled the little glass before him; taking it by the
stem; held it up to the light for a moment and then
sipped it with all the voluptuous slowness of a

gourmet.
It is surprising,' said the Comte, alter a moment's

pause; 'I thought I knew the flavor of every kind
of wine, but this is new to me at least it is Made-
ira of a vintage with which lam unacquainted.'

'It is Marsala, M. le Comle; a wine little known,
but which deserves to be a universal favorite-P- oor

Sicily! .It possesses a number of treasures
'

unknown to the world.',
' What did you say it was called ?' said the Com te,

pourii.g out another glass..'

Marsala.'

Marsala! well it is excellent wine, I must pur-

chase some ot it is it dear?'

'Two sous a bottle.'
'Two sous a bottle! Why you live in a pari1,

dise; I will never leave this place I will become

a Benedictine myself.'

'Well Comte, we are ready to receive you into

our brotherhood at any time. '
Two sous a bale,' replied the Comte, as ho fil-

led a third glass.

I must forewarn you, however, that it has one

defect,' said the superior.

No, no! it has no defect.'
I beg your pardon, it is very strong, and is apt

to affect the head.'
'Strong, strong,' cried the Comte, with a con-

temptuous air. 'Why I could drink a pint of it and

not feel the effect any more than if I had taken a

glass of goosberry syrup.'
Well, Comte, help yourself act precisely as if

you were in your own house. I would only say

that if you are afraid of it, we have other kinds
which are at your service.'

The Comte turned to the table, and in virtue of
this permission began to eat and drink in true Ger
man style. The monks, excited by the example of
their superior, not wishing to be left behind by a

stranger, put themselves earnestly to the work.

They soon broke the religious silence observed at
the beginning of the repast, and each began to con

verse with his neighbor, first in a low tone, but
their voices rose, and each seemed desirous

of drowning the sound ol all other. in hi? ow n. At
the beginning of the second course, they began

relating their adventures; and the Comte, from the
little Sicilian he understood, thought he distinguish-

ed among them the exploits of brigands, of geud'
amies hung and nuns carried off. But he was not
surprised to hear this; the isolated situation of the
worthy Bunedictiues, and the distance from the
city, no doulit rendered them familiar with such
scenes. The Marsala was poured freely, uliiist
the dry Syracuse, ie muscat of Calabria, and the
malvoisie of Lipart were not neglected. Notwith-

standing the Comle's strong iicad, his vision was
becoming confused and his words i.idistinct. The
entertainment was now varied; from the relation of
adventures they passed to songs.

The Comte when, desired to enter into the lula.
rity of his entertainers, sought in his anacreontic
repertory for something to add to the general con
tribution, but he could ihii.k of nothing except the
Brigands' Song of Schillea; he thundered out the
famous "Stchlcn, morden, hwen, balgen," which
appeared to him to be very well received, and to
excite universal plaudits. Everything seemed
now to him to be turning round. The monks

gradually threw aside their religious air, and ap-

peared to act like bandits. Their ascetic counte-

nances seemed to change character, and to be light-

ed up with a ferocious joy. In a word, the dinner
had terminated iu a mad carouse. They drank
without cessation; and as bottle after battle disap-

peared, new supplies were brought from the cellar.
Some one at last struck on the table with a bottle,
to call for more wine, and in striking overturned
the lamp; the table-clot- h took fire and communi-

cated it to the table. Instead of attempting to ex-

tinguish the flames, chairs and benches were
thrown on. In an instant the table was an im-

mense blazing pile of wood, around which the
monks, now changed into bandits, were dancing
like demons. Al last, in the midst of this infernal
uproar, the voice of the captain was heard, crying
out:

'The nuns! the nuns!'
A general huzza greeted these words; and an in-

stant after, a door was opened, and four nuns were
dragged in by four or five bandits; they were greet-

ed with shouts of joy. The Comte saw every
thing as in a dream; and it appeared to him as if
some superior force fixed him iu his seat, and took
from hi in the power of motion, whilst his mind
took cognizance of all that was going oil around
him. The bandits rushed towards the nuns; tho
captain attempted to make his voice heard, but it
was drowned in the general clamor. The Comte
thought he saw the captain take up the Kukcnrei-tcr- s

which bore such a strong resemblance to his
own; he thought he heard two reports, and shut his
eyes blinded with light. He opened them again
and saw blood; two brigands fell writhing into a

corner, he shut his eyes again without the power
tore-ope- n them; his legs were no longer able to
sustain him he fell heavily, dead drunk.

When the Comte awoke it was broad day. He
rubbed his eyes and looked around him; he was
lying under a tree at the edge of the wood, on his
right was Nicolas, bn his left Peadra, before him
Catania, and beyond Catania the Sea. He seemed
to have passed the night on a soft bed of sand, his
head supported by his portmanteau; the only cur-

tains to his couch were the blue heavens. At first
he could recall nothing, and remained for some
time like a man in a lethargy. His mind finally,
by a slow and confused operation at first carried
him back, and he soon recalled his departure from

Catania, (he hesitation of tho muleteer; his arrival
at the monastery; his altercation with the cook; his
reception by the superior; the dinner; the Marsala

wine; the songs; the drunken frolic; the nuns and
the pistol reports. He again looked around him and
saw his baggage; he opened his portmanteau and
found in it his portfeuille, his pipe, his bag of to-

bacco and his purse, which looked as full and round
as if nothing unusual had occurred; he opened it
with anxiety; it was as full of gold as when he last
had seen it, and contained also a letter. The Comte
opened the letter quietly, and read as follows:

Monsieur le Comte We owe you a thousand
apologies lor the very unceremonious manner in
which we separated; but au expedition oftbe high-
est importance made it necessary for us to go at
once to Cefali. I hope you will not forget the hos-

pitality you received at the hands of the Benedic-
tines of Saint Nicolas-le-Vieu- and that you will
ask Monseigneur Morosim's prayers in behalf of us
poor sinners.

'You will find all your baggage with you, ex-

cept the Kukeureiters, which I beg you will allow
me to retain as a keepsake. Don Gietano,

Prior of Saint Nicolas-le-Vieu-

'
'October 1, 1806.' .

The Comte de Weder examined his money, aud

did not find an ob!e missing. ' '

When he reached Nicolosi, he found the whole

city iu commotion. The old Convent of St. Clane

had been broken into, he silver stolen, and four of

the most beautiful nuns carried off no one knew !

where, the robbers leaving i.o trace behind them. "

Two years after, it was slated in the Algeraeine

Zeitung, that their famous bandit chief, Gcclano,

who had been for some time in possession of the

monastery of Saint Nico!as-le-Vieu- upsn mount.
.Etna, which he had turned into a place of ren

dezvous forhis band had been taken, afier a ter

rible combat, sustained againstan English regiment .'

and hung, much to the satisfaction of the inhabit- - ,

ants of Catania from whom he. at last, so far had

his audjeity carried him, exacted a tribute.

THE CASE OF GOVERNOR DOUR.-MO- -""

TIONFOR A WRIT OF HABEAS CORPUS '

FROM THE SUPREME COURT OF THE
UNITED STATES.

Washington, m,

ScpiiEME Cou.it, December term,
Tenth day, December II, 1844.

In the case of the Slate of Rhode Island and '

Providence plantation,
vs:

Thomas Wilson Dorr, now confined in the State's
prison at Provilence, Rhode Island, aforesaid.

Francis C. Trcadwell. of counsel in behalf of
said Dorr, moves the court that a writ of habeas

corpus issue forthwith to bring out the said Dorr to
Washington aforesaid, and give him an opportuni-

ty to sign a petition for a writ of error in his own
behalf, and to prosecute the same, to the end that '

the whole record of the supreme court of the State '

of Rhode bland in said case may oe certified in due
form ol law to the Supreme Court of the United
States, and the errors therein be corrected. The ;

facts in this case, briefly stated, are: '

First. That said Thorn is W. Dorr was indicted ;

for treason ag iinst the State of Rhode Island afore-

said, at Newport, at the term of the supreme court
of Rhode- Island, holden on the fourth Monday of '

August, 1812, and tried in pursuance of said indict-

ment, and a verdict of guilty having been rendered '

by the jury in the case, was, on the 23th day of ;

June, 1844, sentenced to "be imprisoned in the

State's prison at Providence, in the county of Prov- - '

idence.for the term of his natural life, and there
kept at hard labor in separate confinement." '

Sccjnd. That a suspension of the sentence for

one day was allowed hy the supreme court ol Rhode '

Island, for the purpose ol preparing a bill of exeep--

lions, "with a view to suing out a writ of error to

the Supreme Court of the United States," and a

bill of exceptions was then prepared, rind makes a
part of the record, at page 82. '" ''

Third. That the court refused to suspend the '

execution of the sentence, and to await the decision

of the case by the Supreme Court of the United
States upon a writ of error, although notified that
the imprisonment of the defendant would disable

him from prosecuting his defence. See Burke's
report, page 4047.

j fourth. That the inspectors of the St.ite'sjprison ,

utterly refuse to let said Thomas W. Dorr sign or
see a petition for a writ of error as aforesaid. ..

Fifth. That the gjveroor of the State of Rhode
Island refuses, and, as he alleges, want of power,
to let said Dorr sign or see such a petition.

Sixth. That sundry cilizeusof Providence afore-

said have signed a petition to this honorable court
for a writ of error, or for a writ of habeas corpus,
which petition is now presented with this motion.

The documents, papers, and evidence herewith
submitted, and prayed to be considered as a part of
this motion, consist

Fust. Of the petition ofsundry ciuzens of Rhode
Island, named in the sixth specification of facts
aforesaid, marked, One.

Second- Of the affidavit of Samuel Fessenden,
'

esq., marked Two, wiih the letter of Thomas M.
Burgess, esq., mayor of Providence, marked Three

'
annexed, The affidavit of John S. Eddy, esq.,
marked Four, and the affidavit of Francis C. Tread-wel- l,

marked Five, with the copy of an application
of said Treadwell to the mayor of Providence, an-

nexed, and marked A.
Third. The record of the trial, indictment, and

judgment aforesaid, certified by William Gilpin,
clerk of said court.

Fourth. The petition presented by Gen. Fes-

senden to Thomas M. Burgess, mayor of Provi-

dence, and returned by him with his letter, mark-

ed Six. I

Fifth. The report of the select committee of (ha '
House of Representatives upon the affairs of Rhode
Island, by Edmund Burke, esq., chairman. ,

The points relied upon for a reversal of the sen- - .

fence are three, all of which the supreme court of
the State of Rhode Island overruled.

First. That the act or the State of Rhode Island
for punishing treason is repugnant to the consti-
tution and laws of the United States; and that the
crime of treason cannot be committed against a

'separate State, but against the United States See
Record, p. 82, Burke's Report, p. 1,021. .

Second. That said Dorr was governor of the
State, duly elected, under the people's constitution; '
a republican constitution or form of Government
and that be offered to prove these facts. Record, '

p. 60,51,77
Third. That the whole record shows that if s u'd'

Dorr levied war at all, it was against the United
States, and cannot be inquired of by any State court.

The authorities relied upon as giving jurisdict-
ion of the case to this court, are

First. The third article of the constitution of
the United States, which vests the power in this

'court
Second. The twenty-fift- h section of the judicial

ry act of 1789, which prescribes the mode of hs
exercise by writ of error. ' - " j '

The writ of habeas corpus in this case is, I ap

prehend, a writ of right, the privilege of which, un-- "

der the constitution of the United States, cannot '

be suspended but in the two contingencies men- -' '

tioned in the second clause of tha ninth section of


